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reached the Nationalist trenches, cut right through, and
stormed on towards the second line where, according to
orders, the men started to deploy.
I had the rest of the story from a Legion officer of
Lieutenant-Colonel Castejon's staff who came down with
a slight wound after the battle "We had moved up
two support companies from the rear," he told me, "and
we were just approaching our line when in the dark we
could see a large body of men coming towards us at the
double and opening out. We dashed straight at them.
I used my revolver, but there was little or no firing as
we were at too close a range and, therefore, bayonet or
rifle butt was used. Some Moors who came up, I don't
know where from, dropped their rifles and used their
daggers. It was a pretty shambles while it lasted. I
found myself using my pistol as a club, and then suddenly
everything seemed to clear up; the Reds were running,
We went after them at the double, but no farther than
our front line trenches, because our machine-gun officers,
who were working like Trojans, wanted to get their bar-
rages at work again on the retreating enemy."
I went over the field of battle two days later and traced
the advance of the three columns by the regular lines of
dead. Between the Nationalists5 first and second lines
the Red dead were in heaps, ten or twelve at the same
point, and then another dozen, and so on for over one
hundred and fifty yards. The Reds must have lost some-
thing like 1,500 dead in that one night attack alone.
It was a bright, sunny day when I went up to visit
Pomelo and Aravaca, and the Reds were still excessively
active. They had ceased their counter-attacks but were
keeping up incessant shelling and machine-gun barrages.
They had made a strong-point at a large villa, whose
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